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Sp* n ftcr,vn!eflc the bookifhTheortque, 

Wherein the roged Confuls can propofc T 

UMt?*c , vr hc ‘ mccre prattle without prax- 
is a 1 his fouldier-fluppe : but he fir had the cIc£ion 
And I >0 f whom his eyes had feene theproofe, 

A. Rbodss.n Ctpres^nd on other grounds, 

Jinfiian and Heathen, mult be !ed,and calm'd 

By Debitor and Creditor, this Counter-carter 
He in good c,mf, mu rthis Lciutenant be, 

And I God blefle the markers Worfoips Ancient. 

Tis the curie of feruice, V ■ ’> 

Prcfermen t goes by letter and affeftion , 

Not by the olde gradation, where each fccond 
Stood heire to the fir (1 : 

Now fir be iudge yourfclfr, 

Rod. I would not follow him then. 

•o*. O fir,content you, 

I follow him to feruc my turne vpon him. 

We cannot be all mafters,n«r all mailers 
Cannot be trucly followed, you {hall marks. 

Many a dutious and kncc-crooking knaue, 

That doting on his owne obfequi 0 u s bondage. 

Wearcs out his time much hke his mafters Aflc, 

Fornoughc but prouenderjand when hcc’s old cafhievd. 

Whip meefuch honeftknaues : 9s,: , ' r ^ 

Others there arc, who trimd in formes 
And villages of duty.keepc yet their hearts 
Attending on themfelues,aid thawing 
But ftiewes of feruice on their Lords, & 

Doe well thriue by r ctn y 
And when they hauciin'd their coatcs. 

Doc themfelues homage, 

Thofe fcllowcs haue fomeiquIe 5: 
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And futh a «ne doe I profefTe my fete. 

It is as fure as y ou are R*d***&*i 

Were I the Moore, I would not b e fljf* 5 
In following him,l follow but my felft. 

Heauen ismy iudge,not I, 

For loue and duty, but feeming io. 

For my peculiar end, . . „ 

For when my outward action does demonltrfte 
The hatiue aft, and figure of my heart. 

In complement externe.tjs not long after. 

But I will weare my heart vpon my fleeue. 

For Doues to pecke at, 

I am not what I, am. 

Rod. what a full fortune docs the thicklips owe. 

If he can carry’et thus ? 

Ia. Callvp her father, 

Rowfe him,make after him, poyfon his delight, 
Prodaimehimin the ftreete,incerrfe her Kinfmen, 

And tho he in a fci tile climate dwell. 

Plague him with flyes : tho that his ioy be ioy. 

Yet throw fuch^aanges of vexation our. 

As ic may lcofe fome colour. 

Rod Here is her fathers houfe. He call aloud, 
la. Doe with like timerous accent, and dire yell, 

A s when by night and negligcnce,tbe fire 
Is ipied in populous Citties. 

Rod. What ho, Brabantio .Seignior BrabaittieJnOy 
U. A w akc,wh at h o, Bro bantio^ 
Theeucs,thceucs,theeues ; 

I ,oke to your houfe, you Daugbter,and your bags, 
Theeues.cfaeeues. ° 

’ * ^ I ‘ k - t » , _ . 

♦Vfthttf; i i(Ji : ' : I. 1 ;. 

Brabantio at a window, 

Brab. VVhatis the reafon of this terrible fummsns ? 
What is the matter there ? 

Rod. Seignior,is all your family within? 

I*. Arcalldoorelockts? 

B ■% 



